SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

and are only the more bewildered by our brief inter-
vals of light; I am never allowed to forget that I am
a semi-crazed, two-legged thing, half ape, half god,
mumbling and staring for a little hour on a globe
that is spinning on its way through the darkness. This
is very well; I make no complaint; but one can have
too much of it. So the dull people I meet at this season
come very opportunely, for through them I can win
a little peace.

Here, in its plain lack of ideas, is the saving grace
of this dull company. On these grounds I am pre-
pared to defend it. There is a certain air of cosiness
about it, an absence of doubt and uncertainty, that is
the very medicine I need at the New Year when I
venture into such society. The dark outer spaces are
shut out and forgotten. The abstract, so cold and
brittle, perishes, and we move among concrete things,
solid to the sight and touch. The cosmos dwindles,
becomes more warm, human and familiar, and even
begins to suggest drawn curtains and a bright fire,
tea and muffins. That perilous talk which suddenly
starts all manner of awkward self-searching questions
in the mind, is heard no more. All we hear is solid
comforting stuff! "Now getting so much a year. . . .
The eldest, Mabel, is very pretty. . . . Sold his house
for so much. . . . Managed to find an excellent
hotel. . . ." Nothing much in itself perhaps, but in-
finitely soothing, keeping at bay the howling wolf-
packs of ideas. And, after all, it is not so much the
talk itself as the atmosphere, the spirit, Master